between It and Kilometre Ties, The last part Is so steep that rickety
wood stairs scale It to a ridge where chickens scoot among straggling
shrubs In the front yards of humble workers' houses. Zapata:s wife,
Marucha, led us Into the kitchen. (Their house consists of a bed-
roorn3 a bathroom and a kitchen.; Maracha is the daughter of a
Ukrainian who came with her to the oil fields, eighteen years ago,
when she was three. She Is pretty9 keen-eyed, strong-breasted: a
good mate for her good man. We dined well ;an unbroken rule ia
Argentina, If one dines at all*. There was soup of strong meat stock^
the Inevitable mutton wiih potatoes and lettuce^ and a bowl of
mandarins and pumpkins. DifHdently. vdtii half words, Zapata let
out the secret I had wanted.
The Communist Party In Buenos Aires had sent down orders that
no member should attend my talk. This bad affected few workers.
Suddenly, a day or so before 1 arrived, came huge bundles of
Trolse's pamphlet: and were distributed in all ihe camps, efficiently
and gratis. The workers accepted that 1 must be a fasdst in disguise.
On the day alter my talk, hov.-ever. It developed that the pamphlet
had not been sent down and distributed by the communists; but by
a small, rabid group of nationalists in Comodoro Rivadavia. A
great murmur ran through the camps. What did this mean? The
pamphlet was by a Communist Party member, and the pro-nazls
were using It? When I talked over the air. every room that had a
radio was crowded. And the general feeling: well, Zapata expressed
It by Inviting me to his house for dinner.
We went out on the ridge to drink mate. This heady herb Is the
Argentine equivalent of tea: and It Is drawn through a metal tube
from a small gourds In which the mate Is packed. Below us, the town,
sturdy and shabby, stood above the coach-shaped Golfo de San
Jorge; vast miles of sea, east and south, brilliant as an emerald in
the sun. In a developed capitalist town, this whole magnificent ridge
would belong to the rich. Here3 good and humble men and women
like the Zapatas can enjoy It,
After a couple of mates3 Zapata went off with the Reissigs; I was
alone with Marucha. Five minutes for another pour of boiling
water over my mate^ a last view of the sea? and I too will leave*
Suddenly, Marucha began opening her mind to me* We talked
long. When the sun faded and It got cold3 we went into her hotise
and kept on talking.
She told me of her father, a "discarded worker at fifty-six,
crippled -with rheumatism. . . . What has he got for Ms hard life of
labour? Nothing." It was the Indignity that her clear eyes blazed
against. Injustice huge and universal. . . . "Except in Russia/' she
murmured.
She spoke of her life with her husband. "He is a good man/* she
said simply. It was the earth speaking; the earth accepting its own
and giving in return sun and warm rain. But Into this dreadful
world of exploitation, she said, and her lips hardened, "I shall